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Sunday I supposed I should pass at GirgentL    I recollect [on, the Saturday] the dreamy view I had of the room, with tlie wretched lamp.    I  dreamed of the buildings  of   Catania. Well, on the Sunday I kept eating all day.    I do not think I knew it was Sunday.    However, in the evening (if it was Saturday), we went out on our mules towards Palermo for a ride.    It was very fine scenery.    As we came back there was a Sicilian family of the tipper rank with servants, &c., lounging outside the town near the steep parapet of the cliff.    I recollect asking some questions about them, and somehow so strongly connecting them with the notion of its being Sunday that I certainly thought it was Sunday, whether it was or no. That evening I determined to set off next morning for Palermo. I had a strange feeling on my mind that God meets those who go on in His way, who remember Him in His way, in the paths of the Lord ; that I must put myself in His path. His way, that I must do my part, and that He met those who rejoice and worked righteousness, and remembered Him in His ways—some texts of this kind kept haunting me, and 1 determined to set out by daybreak.
Before setting out on Monday the 6th I drank some toast-and-water which my servant made.   We set out almost before sunrise.    Scarcely had we got half a mile, when I felt very weak (I believe), and said I must have something to eat.    I said I must have some chicken (on which I had lived the day before).     My  servant remonstrated—the   things were just packed up.    I was peremptory, and he was obliged to undo the baggage and get it.    I forget what was on my mind.   As I went on again a great thirst came on.    I began sucking some  most  delicious  oranges which were  on  the wayside, very large and lino.    I kept thinking what I should bo able to say to my mother and sisters about the fineness of thes0 oranges—not sweet or tart, but a fine aromatic bitter.   (1 believe they were very line.    My servant said so; they war© very largo.)    It was not thirst I felt, but a convulsive feeling of suffocation almost about my throat—-very distressing.   At last 1 took to eating the leaves of the trees as I went o&,    1 said I must have water.    I imputed it to the toast-and~water, which I was sure was bad.    The bread had been harsh for some time and I said it was very rough bread.    This I think was   the  uoliou which the  fooling in my throat gave aw*. Several miles passed and no water—no houso.   At last a to the right—but no means of getting anything.    We were,o room. I !>«•#»!< wlirii lirKt.) I, rtu'olh'ijt luiking luni lio Kititl |im(v«»r.4- - IM^ wu<l, y«*H I had had a pl.in ofc" to him **« Kwn<Ujr'«i uiitl Itiwl hoped to do it on tho         It*
